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ELEGY, Gr. 


EATH'S voice, Mortality, cold ſtuns our ear, 
Diſtilling from our eyes the briny tear; - 

For the report beſpeaks brave Granan's no more AN 
Since CAMPBELL laid him welt'ring in his- gore ! | 
He's gone,—unhappy youth !—beloved Graham, 
Which makes our hearts to bleed, and eyes to ſtream, 
Oh! heav'ns, attend us to the gloomy ſhade, 
(By th' houſe of darkneſs, where our hero's laid ;) 
To mourn for him who claims the filial ſigh,: - 
Who ſuffer'd in this woeſul tragedy. 


SONG I,—Tuxz, M+Pherſon's Farewell, 
Ss. 


In fatal May, on Saturday, 


Began this bloody duel ; 
When CaMreeLL won the tragic fray; 
And GRanan fac'd grim death, cruel. 


Two balls each fir'd, of fatal lead. s ig : 
(Fate doom'd one ſhould be flain ;) bY 
The third ſtruck Granam's unhappy head, 
Who dead fell on the plain. 
: 3 | 
Oh ! tell it not in France, our Scot — 8. 
Lies clay cold on a bier; 
Leaſt Gaul's fair dames ſing mirthful themes, 
While we muſt ſhed a tear. 
IV. 
Ye Scots in ſables all be clad, 
With each heart; bleeding dame, 
For him who innocently ſhed | 
His blood, our lovely Granan, 


Methinks Dunbarton's Fencibles, 
With weeping rend the ſky; 
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C4 2 
Deſpair and grief each breaſt aſſails, + 
And heaves the piteous ſigh, 


SONG II. Te Foxtrar So“. Tx, Lady 


Ann Bothwell's Lament, 
| ; 5 
In tears of blood my Muſe be wails, 
With fam'd Dunbarton's Fencibles; 5 
Since GRARAM is ſlain (much to our ſorrow) 


And laid in a cauld manſion narrow! 


View! ſwains on Lomon mourn for GRAHAM; 

And nymphs on Leven tears a ſtream ; 

Frae Lomon. Ben, to flowing Glotta, 

Wait o'er the grave of GRA HAN fac narrow. 
2 III. | | 

He heard the needy ſoldier's want, 

Free granting ay their juſt complaint ; 

None but his lib'ral hand got ſhare, O, 

But their friend's now in's grave ſac narrow. 
| . 

His lovely form I think I meet, 

On ancient auld Dunbarton ſtreet; 

But ah : pale death my views deter, O, 

Wha's laid him in his grave ſae narrow. 
x „ 

Sure heav'n will rain no bleſſed dew, 


On tl” fatal fields of vile Renfrew ; 
For there was ſlaughter'd Granam our hero, 
And bore off to his grave ſac narrow, 


| VI. | 
C——] and F Canteen... 
Deep drown'd in grief with th' deadly charge; 
And L——ic's eyes roll the ſalt tear, O, 


On the lonely beach, by Granan's bloody bier, O. 
V | | 


Dunbarton rock, with hoary gloom, - 
Loud echoes fadneſs—=to the tomb; 


+ Clyde 


— — — 


1 Cod 
His ghoſt there, cries, © ah ! view the car, O! , 
Beſmear'd with red from's bloody bier, O. 


VIII. 
The crimſon ſtreet, the ſcarlet road, 


Dy'd with the Granam's vermilion blood; 


The purple view ſtabs our heart ſair, O, 
And bids us for our grave prepare, O. 

IX. | 
Methinks I hear his lover's cries, | 
With tears *twould rend th' ethereal FTI 7 


She wrings her hands, and tears her hair, 0, 


* 


For Willie in his e ſac narrow. 


Crying: „ Ah! my lovely WILLIE G 


Deep on my heart's engrav'd thy name; 


No mortal earthly claims my care, O, 
Since thou fill'd a cauld manſion narrow. 
IX. 
As in a dream I view my love, 
& With angels ſoar to heav'n above, 
In heav'nly manſions bliſs to ſhare, O, 
„% No human ills to ſuffer there, O. 
XII. 
„ O'er Scotland broad his fate I'll wail, 


The mourntul ſolitary tale; 


„ Reſounding it o' er hill and valley, 
« In ſolemn fable melancholy, 
XIII. 


ck wiſh t' heav'n it had been my lot, 


% To 've ſtood the deadly fatal ſhot; 

„ For Scotland will miſs him I fear, O, 

„My love in his cauld manſion narrow. 
. 


„My wedding claes was made compleat, 


4“ But, ah! they'lt prove my winding ſheet ; 


For 1 I was to be to-morrow ; 


« But my bridegroom” s in's s grave fac narrow. 


* 
- 


% I'll hie me to the ancient ſtile 
O' the kirk yard of Aberfoy], 
| | A 


- Fam'd rivers-two.— Wild. beautiful, ſweet ſcene ;; 


K 


© Lamenting till I breathe nae mair, O; 
% Syne [I'll drop in his grave ſae narrow.” 
— 

While thus ſhe plaintive melancholy ſung, 

Grief, ſhame, and hoccor, Cu BELL's heart fore ſtung; 

For when he ſpied his rival's bloody corſe, 

Flis ſoul was wrapt in terror and remorſe; 

His conſcience torments, like to burning hell, 

(For he the cauſe was of Granam's funeral knell.) - 

He ſcreams aloud ; “ Heav'ns bear me to the bier, 

„ To ſtop Granan's flow of blood, which tideleſs. 
tear, 

4“ But oh! he's gone,—my cruel guilty hands, 

& Has cropt the ſweeteſt flower in Scottiſh lands. 

„ My raving mind informs, — from ceaſt to coaſt, 

«PI be tormented by GRAHAu's bloody ghoſt, 

„ See! ſee! I view him tear his yellow hair; 

Hark! hark! he crics, thou art my murderer: 

No place of happineſs my ſoul can find, 

For I'm th' accurſed butcher of mankind, 

And now, like Cain I'm baniſh'd in diſgrace, 

“ Ofer earth to wander. d— d from human race; 

& For murderers none by heaven were ever bleſt, 

Nor that proud empty ſoul, —a Duelif.”? . 


DUNBARTON CASTLE. 
HUMBLY INSCRIBED = | 
TO GOVERNORS GRAY AND EDMESTONE, 


FasT by the margin of fair trading Clyde, ; | 
And verging on the Leven's rapid tide, | | 
DoxgRIT TIN * ſtands ; romantie bounds between 


Immovable Dunbarton, fam'd of old, ; 
Impregnable held by the brave and bold. | 
Dunba ton Caſtle, rugged, brave, appears, 

(Like an old hero arm'd ready for the wars ;) | 


* The ancient name of Dunbarton. 


ſs. 


LE} 


| Tremendous and gigantic to the eye, 


Braving the flood in Mars-like majeſty. - 
The veteran old, with information ſtor'd, 
Deſcribes the curious ancient Wallace? ſword ; 
As ſpeiling up the hoary clift, he'll tell, 
Strange fates, and virtues of her lofty well ; 
How nature's crown'd her with eternal bays, 


The boaſt of ancient and of modern days. 


In this old hero's front, the ſtranger here, | 


May view Dunbarton's fort in miniature. 
Or if thy lofty pennicle we creep, O 
We eye the moſſy mount, the roaring deep; 


The ſcented flowery mead, and hollow glen, 
High huge Dunbuck, and lofty Lomon Ben: 
Proud Arran hills, fair Greenock's port appears, 
And old Saint Mungo's, firſt of Glaſgow ſpiers ; 
Dunbrittin's brugh (thy ancient acts recoil) 

For m'd by the rapid Leven as an iſle : 

The fam'd canal (the pride of Forth and Clyde ;) 
Lochlomon's pool, the boaſt of Leven fide : 

The trading veſſel catch the ſwelling breeze, 
Steering to port, or to the raging ſcas. 
Admiring wonder ſtrikes the eye and heart, 

For nature here bears off the palm from art. 


The FrrGusANIAN, and fam'd STEvaRT's race, 


In reverence held this venerable place ; 

For here Herculian WaLLacs did reſort; 

And brave viQtorious Brvce oft kept hi court. 
Thy name in Scotland's ears ſounds as a charm, 
Like Wallace” ſhield, and Bruce's weighty arm; 
Impelling us to war {if glory calls) 


Bold as thy ſteep, or BriTam's woodex WALLS. 


Farcwell, Doux BRRIT TIN! and thy cryſtal well; 
All works of art thy fortreſs does exeell. 
Fam'd Faikland's towers, the blaſt will ſweep away, 
And Lithgow's pride now moulders in decay, 
Elgin, Arbroath, and far-fam'd Rœyal Scoon, 
Sinks in oblivion, dead as Camelon. | 
While nature reigns, thy tow'rs will flouriſh more, 


Ered Ulyde's banks, and Leven's rocky ſhore, 


eo 0 


THE STIRLING JUG. 


InsP1s'D wi' Stirling reaming ale, 
I'll aim to ling an ancient tale, 
The pride o- ' Stirling's carſie vale, 
Hill, fer, or bog ; 

My ang s the gauge o Scotland's meal, 
| Auld Stirling s Ju, 
Let fons o' vile ambition puſh 
The jorum round, wi” Kate the Ruſh' ; 
Let Weather cock, King Fred' the Pruſh”, 
Tack gowd a rug, 
My muſe to praiſe, it's a' her wiſh, 
| The * jug. 
Let Stirling o- Wanne hue, 
O'er politics fight roaring fu'; 
Let Fox, PitT, rule, or ibe Black Sow, * 
(A 8 hog 5 
But mix me wi' an ancient crew, 

By Stirling's Jug. 

Then hail ! aw gauge o' Seotland's treaſure, 
Kings, Lords. frae thee ha'e drank wi' pleaſure ; 
Fergus, an' roving Julius Cæſar, 


Drank o'er their lugs 


Frae thee ! an' ſtibd ſyne Scotland's meaſure, 


An' prince o' jugs. 
Fam'd GRrosx, an' mony an antiquarig, 
Philoſopher, an' ſage hiſtorian ; 
Their cancard cares they ay are burryin* ; 

When ſet fu' ſnug, 
An' bumpers bous'd, 'tis a' thy glory in, 


Frae Stirling Jugs 


When farmers their affairs are ſettlin” : 
They ſtraigat repair to Stirling's vettlin?, 
An' pour a reuth o' auld Scots vittle in 


This ancient mug; 


0535) 


Nae jury yet e' er judg'd mair kittle in, 
Than tis. g jugs 

Gin ony, curious, with to ſee, 

(The pride o' art's antiquity,) 


| F am'd antiquarian Brown, to" he, 


| Quick lend a is ; 

Auld farran' cracks he'll tell wi' glee, 

O' Stirling's jugs 
Antiquity's * rowth he'll bring ben, 
Auld BRUCE and STEvarT's ancient coin; 
Which ſhaws what Scotland ance has been, 

(Sair ridden bag 9 
Yet hopes he'll rear her head again, 

Like Stirling jug. 
Ye antiquarians. of renown, 
Get a' your ancient garb ſnug on 
Tack auld ſhanks nag. to Stirling town, 

Now dinna lag: 2 
An' keep a jubilee wi Brown, 

* Stirling jug. 


| EPISTLE TO G G—, 
DuxBazxTon, Feb. 3d 1795. 


Hzal rn to thee G 


, o' lads the prime, 


Admirer o' auld Scottiſn rhyme; 


Will ye 'tend ance mair to my chime, 

(Tho? dull's my lute,) 
You, wha hae crack d, ay mony a time, 

WY a recruit? 
Dull I muſe by Dunbarton rock, 
Flat, melancholy on my dock ; 
My friends, my ſell, fac fair to ſhock, 

Thus by my folly, 
For a French horn f a gun to cock, 
| [ blaſt it wholly, 


| * He has the _ complete collection of any in Britain. 
+ Being enliſted as a muſician, but now diſcharged. 
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But ure I'm rae the only one, 
Wha this infernal race hath run; 
Dunbarton's pride, Parnaſſus? ſon, 
Fam'd George Buchannan ; 
Brave, Trejan-like, he bore the gun, 
An' fir'd a cannon, 

Tho! fate in this did blaſt my ſoul, 
A beam o' hope I've frac her ſtole; 
Come ! bring us in the tither bowl, 

Lunbarton' s cheery, 
An' while the mth {wings on ilk pole, 

Ill ſing fu' merry. 

If ye ſhou'd ſteer, lad, near Dunbarton, - 
Glaſgow, or Paiſley neat the Cart on, 
By Jove ['ll treat you aff a quartan 

Gunpowder whiſky ; 
On food, fat fiſh, an? gude ſweet partan, 

I wad aſſiſt ye. 
When der ſtirs, I Ramsar read, 
Or Fexevs0m I tak? a ſcreed; 


7 Bonns ſings to me on hill or mead ; ; 


Porz [ ſpout fill, 0 þ ot 
Fam'd Inet Tnontsex is my creed, 
On land or billow, 
My love you'll gi'e to my dame leal; 
Likewiſe mind me to ⁵ "EX j 
An' S——fs; bards whom I loe weel, 
Wha dorns your. arbours; 
An' them wha crooks the ſhaving ſteel, 
Your pious barbers. 
Now while the Forth does ebb or flow, 
Or big Benlomon's eap'd with ſnow, _ 
Leven or Clyde mourns Scotia's woe, 
Tay, Tweed, or Solloway ; 
Count on a friend, an n' firmly ſo, 
| | In 6 — G vay. 


POS TCRIP T. 


Epiſtle, quickly tak? your wing 
To Embro', whar Scots bards beſt ſing: 


(42:73 
Now, G, I truſt your muſe will bring 
| A ſocial anſwer ; 


Whan ye ſound the Parnaſſian ftring, 
Pl {kip and dance, Sir. * 


ANSWER. 


| Lord fave us, man! how I did glow'r, 
Whan I your bonny lines read ober; 
As clear as three an' ane mak' four, 
This dis ſeem plain, 
Ye come near Ramſay or Bangour 
In Scottiſh ſtrain, 
Fu? droll your poſteript rins alang, 
Whar' you demand frae me a ſang ; 
Whilk ſoon my neddle pat on fang, 
An' frae my quill, 
'T ha'e ſent you a gey bit ſpang, 
Be*t gude or ill. 45 
4 friends an' neebours here away, | 
Lament wi' dowie face the day, 
That you, poor chield l. was foreꝰd to Za e 
Sae far awa', 
For now ye maun receive the pay, 
Red coat an' a'. 
But, Geordie, lad, the ſpunk keep up, 
'Tho? Fortune, that thravn · headed flat, 
Has gi'en ye your ſhare 0? miſſuck, p 
I hope to ſee, 
4 The day ou care for ſic-like chuck, 
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No ae bawbee. 

Had I my ain will o' the chieb', 
That gart you gang frae your ain biel', 
I'd mak? his face as red as keel, 

Wi' bis ain blude ; 
An' ſend him nella to the de'il, 

For being fac rude ; 
For now nae mair we'll fit an' joke, 
out Will Dunbar, an' fic like fouk ; 
Wae worth the chicl that wad tbem mock, 
Or yet attempt it; : 


0 12 ) 


I'd quickly ex? him a —— block, 
13 I ſtentit. 
Our gude braid Scots is now in vogue, 
An' never need fear ony rogue, 
The like o' J. D*. filthy hog, | 
Wha ſang aI-far'd; 
Na'; he ſhall ne'er drink out the cog 
| | Wi' a Scots bard. 
An' bardie, lad, but dread or fear, 
Like a true Scot I do awn here, 
Scots bards to me ſhall ay be dear, 
While I ha'e fight ; 
Or to my "i"? the quech wi' beer, 
Leith can lift. 
But ſtap !—I'm ſurely nae myſell, 
Sae lang upon ae crack to dwell, 
An' out my ſangie thus to ſwell, 
Whar' naething's four! ; 
But ye ken bards ay gre a ſpell, 
Wban ance ſet down, 
J your reſpects gi'd to your dame, 
Likewiſe to E Se the ſame; 
An' to the printer chiel' wha's lame, 
But nae in Head; 
Wha Jam” an' Beſs ſac well did ſkame, 
| In our ain leed. 
Sac I maun ſtop.— But, Geordie, ſpeak ye, 
If e%er ye come, lad, to Auld Reikie, 
Tak? ye my word for t, I will meet ye, 
An' by my ſaul, 
On baggies gude, an' whauk* I'se treat ye, 


Your's RR -— G- —. 


EpinBuRGn, 
FEB. 10. 1795. 


0 Alluding t to the perfon who wrote ſome 100 againſt the 


Scots language in the Caledonian Mercury in 1784. 
FINIS. 


— Sw 4 
MC * 


